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AN EERIE 
E-MAIL 


| hurried home after a long day at work. 
I was so tired that my whiskers were 
DROOPING. All I wanted to do was relax in 
my favorite COPLFY chair. 

Don’t get me wrong — I wasn’t planning 
on SRE at the walls all night. | had 
brought home some work to do. But I wanted 
to do it calmly, in peace and quict. No 
ringing phones. No doors Slamming. 
And no coworkers yelling at one another! 

Sorry, | haven't introduced myself. My 
name is Stilton, Yerentme Shilton. V'm 
the publisher of The Rodent’s Gazette, the 
most F@M®USE newspaper on Mouse Island. 


It was already late and | was as tired as a 
rat being chased by a cat. But I really wanted 


to write a nice article about the city I live in. 
I my city! 

| turned on my laptop and looked at 
PHOTOG of all the places, buildings, and 
statues that make New Mouse City a 
FPALN |-ASTIC place to live. 





My sister, Thea, took all the photos. 
She’s a special correspondent for 
the newspaper. I checked out 
PHOTOGol the port, City Hall, 
Singing Stone Square, the 
Statue of Limburger . . . and 
then I yawned. | was so sleepy! 








| looked at inc It was ten 


fifteen! 

“Time to hit the sack!” | exclaimed, 
CT ed ote eae) 4 
As I put on my pajamas, | 
remembered something — | hadn't 
checked my e-mail in hours. So | typed 
in my password and saw a new message 
pop up on my screen. 

It was from my friend CREEPELLA VON 
CACKLEFUR! 1 turned as PALE asa slice of 
Swiss cheese. There is absolutely nothing 
relaxing about CREEPELLA. 


The e-mail read: 





There was a file attached. It was Creepella’s 

latest novel. You might know that she lives in 

Valley. All her books are 

about CRE E PY creatures, like vampires, 

mummies, and monsters. They are TAYIMINg, 
chilling tales! 

My tail twitched in fright 


before I even read the first 





word. But | was very curious, 
so I opened the file. Then | 
read the book all the way 
through, and it was so good 
that | couldn't stop thinking about it! Soon 
the rays of the cheddar- 
pecking through my window. 


sun were 


“What a SPRANES story,” | whispered. 

Then the doorbell rang. I was GROGGY 
from not sleeping, and I stumbled to the door 
and opened it. 





“Good morning, Uncle Geronimo. Are 
you ready yet?” Itwas BENJAMIN, 
my favorite nephew, with his friend 
Bugsy Wugsy. | 
had promised to have 
breakfast with them! 
“4©uzy cunzent 
I'm late. Give me a second,” | 
called as I ran into my room. | 
dressed so quickly that my heart 
was pyNging like | was a mouse caught in 
a trap. 

When I was done, | found Benjamin and 
Bugsy Wugsy looking at Creepella’s story. 
They read it in no time. 

“It’s a strange story... but awesome!” they 
exclaimed, 

“Do you REALLY think so?” | asked, 


straightening my tic. 








“Absolutely!” Bugsy Wugsy replied. 
“You have to publish it /MMEOIATELY, 


Uncle Geronimo!” Benjamin added. 


I decided to take their advice. So I present 
to you now the athazific, breathtaking 
new story by Creepella von Cacklefur! 

It’s called: 


THE RETURN OF THE VAMPIRE, 


I hope you'll like it as much as Benjamin and 
Bugsy Wugsy did. 


By the way, we went out for BREAKPAST 
that morning. 

“What would you like?” asked the waitress. 

We didn’t think about it twice. We looked 
at one another. Then we all said our orders 
at the same time. 


‘A GLASS OF 
TOMATO JUICE! 


at, 


> 


) vy 


eh RETURNor 


THE VAMPIRE 


STORY AND ILLUSTRATIONS BY 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR 





Lare-NIGHT 


VISITOR 





The clock struck midnight. The residents of 
Cacklefur Castle were SNOT ing peacefully 
in their beds, dreaming deliciously 
nightmares, when... 


00 D9, DONE DONG DONG 


The deep sound of a funeral bell broke the 
tomb-like silence in the G castle. 
Creepella von Cacklefur woke up with a 
start. The doorbell! 

Her pet bat, Bitewing. was hanging 3GISdN 
NMOG from her bed canopy. He opened one 
eye, annoyed. 


“It's probably just a dream,” he said sleepily. 


This time, Creepella jumped G of bed, 
put on a purple silk robe, and Aurriéed out 


of the room. 





In the hall, she almost 
BUMPED into her niece, 
Shivereen. 

“Who could it be, Auntie?” 
Shivereen asked with a yawn. 


DONG Dong DONG 


“I don’t know, but this visitor is more 
persistent than a hungry MOS QUITO!” 
Creepella replied, running down the stairs. 

The rest of the von Cacklefur family had 
already gathered in the Great Hall. Only 
Grandpa Frankenstein was missing. He was 


in his underground LABORATORY. 


working on one of his unusual new inventions. 





The middle of the QED was his favorite 
time to work. But even without Grandpa 
Frankenstein there, the von Cacklefurs were 


still the most BLIZBRRE of all the 


bizarre families in 

Mysterious Valley. 

“It can’t be a guest 
at this time of night!” 
: exclaimed Boris von 
Cacklefur, CREEPELLA’S 
father. He wore his pajamas and a nightcap. 

Boncham, the butler, was the only one not 
wearing wrinkled pajamas. He was dressed 
in his perfectly ironed UNIFORT. 


“True,” Boneham agreed. 





“This is a very inappropriate 

time for a courtesy call!” 
Everyone stared at the 

‘| Hon. Creepella stepped 


forward, holding her breath. 


Then she opened it. A strange 
GHADOW cr: across the 


doorway. 











The visitor wore a black cape with an 
enormouse collar. He had sharp fangs. There 
was no doubt: He was a VAMPIRE: 

But he had such a sad look on his face that 
the von Cacklefurs weren't afraid. In fact, 
they felt sorry for this @URRRLBS creature. 

“Please come in,” Creepella said. 

The vampire stepped inside. “I’m sorry, | 
don’t mean to bother you,” he mumbled 
timidly. “I was looking for . . , Does Professor 
Frankenstein live here?” 

“Yes, he does,” Creepella replied. She 
turned to Shivereen. “Please run and get 
Grandpa. I’m sure he’s in his Think Tank.”* 

Shivereen raced off, and the von Cacklefurs 
waited in eflenee. Then Grandpa 
Frankenstein's voice boomed throughout the 
gloomy castle. 


* Grandpa's laboratory. It’s where he performs all his 
experiments! 


“| hope you have a good reason for 
disturbing me!” he said grumpily. “I was 
making a new potion out of MUMMY’S 
BREATH.” 

When he saw the late-night guest, he 
#POZE in place for a moment. 

Then he ran toward the vampire and gave 
him a great big 

“Well, rattle my bones! I can’t believe my 


eyes. Is it really you?” 





VAMPIRE 


TROUBLES 





Grandpa Frankenstein hugged the vampire 
again and then turned to his family. 

“May I present FRANCO PANGLEY. an 
expert on tomato juice and an old friend!” 
he said proudly. “Oh, the MISCHIEF the 
two of us used to get into!” 

The SAD look came over the vampire’s 
face again. Grandpa Frankenstein LOOKED 
him over from his pointy fangs down to his 
pointy shoes. 

“My friend, you look rather GLOOMY. 
and not your usual ghostly, ghastly self,” he 
said. “What's wrong?” 





With a loud SIGH, Franco began his tale. 

“Do you remember Castle Marinara, my 
home?” he asked. 

“Of course! Grandpa Frankenstein 
replied. “I'll never forget the splendid 
evenings we spent playing Steal the Tarantula 
in those MOLDY halls. ts the place still 
as GLOOMY as ever?” 

Franco sniffled loudly. “It would be,” he 
replied, “if it weren't infested by strange 

monsters and ghosts ... sniff!” 
Creepella’s cars perked up. 





“What did you say? Monsters 
and ghosts in a vampire's 
castle? This would make an 
asfoviiding article for The 
Shivery News. Maybe | could 
even get a new book out of it!” 
“The only astounding thing about it is the 


amount of trouble 
those creatures 
cause!” Franco 





exclaimed. “They 
play one PRANK after 

another on me. They fill my casket 
with bread crumbs. They 
spread cream 








cheese on the 
floor to make 
me slip. And 
yesterday they 
switched my tomato —_ 
juice with bottles of garlic tea!” . | 

Creepella’s _ trouble- 
making nephews, Snip 
and Snap, started taking 
notes. “Those are really 


ORSBSONG tricks!” they said. 


“My castle is truly 


BEAUTIFUL.” 





Hee (RE "®ve ~~ the vampire continued. 


“But if this goes on, I'll 
be forced to leave it. 





Can you help me?” 
Creepella nodded. “You 
came to the right place. We von 
Cacklefurs always help those in need. We 


now have a new mission: E THE 
VAMPIRE: 


“Can I be part of the mission, Auntie?” 
asked Shivereen. 

“Of course!” Creepella replied. “You and 
Bitewing can be part of the team, along with 
Grandpa and me.” 

Grandma Crypt LOOKED concerned. 
“Dearest, don’t forget to bring WARM 
clothing,” she told Creepella. “Castle Marinara 


is in the mountains, and it SNOW 'S a lot up 
there.” 

“I'll bring some,” Creepella promised. She 
turned to her team. “Let’s gear erp and 
get going! We've got a vampire to save!” 

“Well said, my dear granddaughter!” said 
Grandpa Frankenstein. 

Then they all rushed off to pack for 


their mission. 


MONSTERS, 


Here We Come! 





Creepella bounded up the stairs leading to 
her room. Bitewing T/QPPeq his wings 
around her head, complaining all the way. 

“Why do I have to come?” he whined. “I 
don’t like the COD and | really hate 
snow!” 


Soo 


Creepella knew the best 






way to convince her pet 
bat to do something he 
didn’t want to: She tossed 
him a piece of swamp- 
worm candy. He caught it 
and swallowed it in one gulp. 


“Yummy! Fine! ll go! I'll go! I'll go!” he 


screeched. 
Creepella grinned and entered her room. 
“The first step in a WY GPE ASSEN 


like ours is to get the rieht equipment!” 

She opened up DOWISKB. the huge 
walking, talking cabinet that held her clothes 
and gave her fashion advice. 

“Castle Marinara is at the foot of Vampire 
Peak, a very SNOWY mountain,” declared 
Wardrobe. “Therefore, | suggest a coat of 
ram's WOOL. Dyed purple, of course.” 

Creepella put on the coat and combed her 
long hair, which was as black as midnight. 
Then she brushed the shimmering scales 
of a green lizard on her eyelids. Finally, she 
applied shiny lip gloss made from oF 
drool of a Siberian toad. Her talking MARR 


gave her a compliment. DUE 


sou \oe* ra Aou fash gargeos” 
Miss Steepella!’ 


it said. “What’s today’s 
mission?” 
“Save the VAMPIRE: of 
she replied. 
Downstairs, she found 
the rest of the mission 
team waiting by the door. 





Grandpa Frankenstein was 
— carrying a small Bac. 
- “What's in the bag?” 
asked Shivereen. 
“This is my latest invention,” he replied 
proudly. “The BRPALEME 
“The B.P.L.M.?” Shivereen asked. 


“The Bag of Bdesky Bitte Monsters!” 


Grandpa Frankenstein explained. “Besides 








Gorgo, many smaller monsters live in our 
moat.” 

Creepella nodded. “It’s said that they all 
have special abilities, but no one has ever 
seen them.” 

“Until today!” chuckled Grandpa, patting 
the bag. “But never mind that. Let’s get =o 

» moving! Don’t worry, you'll get to see them pe 





, all at the right time!” » € 


( 
4 


Hea | 
. | 


The team left the . When 
Franco Fangley saw Creepella’s car, the 
Turvorapidhs OO ORV Ca omit 


first time since he had arrived. 


\ Ke aeklefor Castle 





“This is a magnificent hearse,” said the 


vampire. “And | happen to be an expert on 


them!” 





“Thank you,” said Creepella, and they piled 
into the purple car and epe@@) @M7. Alter a 
few minutes on the road, Shivereen looked 
confused. 

“Where are we going?” she asked. “This 
isn’t the road that leads to Vampire Peak.” 

“Didn't | tell you?” Creepella answered. 
“First we're going to pick up my friend 
Billy Squeakspeare. Hel be very 
happy to go with us. A writer like him is 
always in search of interesting stories. 
Besides, he solving mysteries 
with me!” 


J 
ie 


BILLY-WILLY 
JoINs 


THE MISSION 





Billy Squeakspeare couldn't fall asleep. As 
usual, the NOJSY ghosts who lived in. the 
mansion were keeping him 

Finally, he gave in, got dressed, and went 
into his office. Since he couldn’t 


\ 
sleep, he decided he might vw jeer 





as well answer some of 


his FAG. 
On the top of the 
pile of letters on 





his desk was a blue 
ENVELOPE. Inside 
was an ad for a 


SNOWY vacation. 





“A vacation in the snow is the LAST 
thing | need,” Billy said. “What | really need 
is a goad, nights sleepa without any ghosts!” 

The doorbell rang. 

“Who could it be at this hour?” Billy 
wondered with a 

He opened the door to see his friend 
Creepella, as BRIGHT EYED and 


bushy tailed as ever. 





“Hi, Billy-Willy! You're already dressed!” 
she said cheerfully. “Good boy! We're just 
starting on an exciting mission!” 

“Whawhat kind of MUSSIIN2> pity 
sSTUTTERED. 

“You'll soon find out!” Creepella promised. 
Before he could protest, she wrapped a scarf 
around his neck and pushed him into the 
car. Billy found himself sitting next to a 
mouse he had never seen before. 

“Glad to meet you,” said Franco. “I’m 
Franco Fangley, VAMPIRE. 

Poor Billy fainbe on the spot, 

“Oh, no, did I scare him?” Franco asked. 

“Actually, Billy-Willy scares easily,” 
Creepella explained. 

Billy slowly opened his eyes and noticed 
some large stains on Franco’s collar. 


“Are those r-r-red spots. .. B-B-BLOOD? ” 
asked a terrified Billy. 4 

“Blood? No, of course not!” replied Franco. 
“It’s fresh t@@ mate juice. lama VITT. of 
a very respectable level.” 

“A NV.II.,. — of course,” Billy said, 
nodding. Then he whispered to Bitewing, 
“Wh-what is th-that?” 


Sif 





“It’s obviously a Vampire Taster of Tomato 

uice,” replied the bat. “Didn't you know 
that, Silly Billy?” 

“So tell us, my dear 
vampire,” Creepella said 
“What kind of monsters 
and ghosts are infeSting 
your home?” 

“V-vampire? M-monsters? 





G-ghosts?” stammered Billy. 
Then he Fainbe« again. 


HAuNreD CASTLE 





Franco started to tell his story. “A few months 
ago, I started hearing sprdngé noises in the 
castle,” he began. 

Shivercen took a SEBBESEE oui of 
her pocket and started taking notes. 

“Then | saw  scary-looking SLAbOvS” 
in every hallway,” Franco went on. “And then 
the strange noises became HOTTTFIZ howls 
and shrieks!” 

“What kind of howls?” Creepella asked. 
“Sad, like the cries of a lonely werewolf? Or 
are they more like the SORARES of a hungry 


monster?” 


“It’s difficult to explain,” replied Franco. 
“They sound sort of .. . metallic.” 

“Metallic shricks. How unusual,” remarked 
Creepella. 

Billy opened his eyes again. “A-are we there 
yet?” he asked. 

The Turborapid sped along the steep road 
that led to VAMPIRE PEAK, the tallest 
mountain in Mysterious Valley. 

Creepella stopped at the foot 
of the peak. 





They all stepped out onto the snow-covered 
ground tn front of Castle Marinara. Cheddar 
yellow streaks of SUNT were beginning 
to appear in the dark sky 

Franco gasped. “I must go inside! If a 

of sunlight touches me, I’m done 
for! I will see you all tonight.” mihsy 

The vampire quickly Vanish x \ 
inside the castle. The others stayed iN 
outside to admire the Frosty towers 


of Castle Marinara. 


) 


“Those towers are fabumousely f| 
.” remarked Shivereen, i 
pointing to the stone FANIS that 


decorated them. 





‘Y-yes. T-terrilying!” Billy 
agreed, ducking behind 
Creepella 

“Let’s move. We’re not here on 


vacation!” Grandpa Frankenstein 


reminded them. “We've got 


to find!” 





Inside the castle, the furniture was covered 
with ( OBWE BS and dust. They walked 
down a hallway lined with old suits of armor. 

“How marvélou$1” Creepella exclaimed. 
“Isn't it beautiful, Billy-Willy?” 

“N-not exactly,” stammered Billy, shivering 
with fright. “Why are all the curtains closed?” 


“Because this is a vampire’s castle, of 
course,” answered Creepella. “No Sash 
must enter at all.” | 

“H-how about a lightbulb, Rell el 
then?” Billy suggested. He 
wasn't sure if he could stay 





another minute in the 
CREEDY, dark castle. 
“I’ve got just what we 
need,” said Grandpa 
Frankenstein, rummaging 
through his bag. “Meet 


Clinmer, the littke monster that PI 
in the dark!” 

He took a tiny green monster out of the 
bag. She opened her eyes, gave a little yawn, 
and then began to give off a soft vellowlliaht 
that lit up the hallway. 

Creepella clapped her hands. “Perfect, 
Grandpa. Now we .. EVERYBODY STOP!’ 
she cried suddenly. 

“What is it? Monsters?” asked Grandpa 
Frankenstein. 

“No, it’s a clue,” Creepella said. “I see some 


PAD ET Essa 





SECRET PASSAGE 





Creepella pointed to the floor, where small 
BAUS pawprints could be seen on a 
thick layer of dust. The prints were very far 
apart. 

“Wh-who do you think made those?” Billy 
asked. 

“Franco wears poisted shoes, so they can’t 
be his,” Creepella said thoughtfully. “Also, 
monsters and ghosts don’t leave pawprints. 
Just SLIME or EC oplasan.” 

She took her cell phone from her pocket 
and flipped it open. 

“Who are you calling?” asked Shivereen. 


“Professor Cleverpaws, my former teacher,” 
replied Creepella. “Besides being an expert 
in hiding places, she also specializes in 
SS a ee kak, tracks, and gencral 
clues.” 

The phone rang twice and Professor 
Cleverpaws answered. 


upjelleoeOeCOCGeggggge\” 


she said cheerfully. 
“Good morning, Professor. This 
is Creepella.” 






“My favorite pupil!” said the 
professor. “Are you involved in 
another NYSTERY? Tell me, 
Me Me is that adorable scaredy-mouse 

4 still working with you?” 
Creepella glanced at the 
ae frightened Billy. 


“Yes, he’s here with me,” she replied. 
“We're lending a paw toa VAMPIRE whose 
castle is haunted, and we found some very 
strange pawprints.” 

“Send me a PHQTQ with your phone,” 
Professor Cleverpaws instructed. “I'll take a 
look at them and get back to you as soon as 
I can.” 

“Thank you, Professor,” Creepella said. “1 
knew | could count on you!” 

She quickly snapped a photo and sent it 
off. Then the team continued to EXPLORE 
the castle. The hallway led to a marble 

Apaass. They climbed it and found 
themselves in the Portrait Gallery. 
Paintings of Franco’s 
ancestors hung on the walls. 

“What faces!” Shivereen said 
with admiration. 


“Yes, CP-EDILING. Billy agreed. In 
fact, his whole body was shivering with fear. 
He started to feel Fai again and looked 
for someplace to sit. 

But there wasn't a seat or bench in sight. 
Billy sighed and leaned against the wall. For 
support, he gripped a small metal dragon's 
head that stuck out from the wall. 


‘ AAAAAAAAAAAALHE! : 


It was a doorknob! The door began to 
SPW around and around, taking Billy for 
a wild ride. 

Everyone but Billy BURST out laughing at 
the sight of it. Finally, Creepella grabbed the 
knob and pulled it, and the door slowed toa 
stop. 


REEPELLI'S green cyes Gleamed 


with excitement. “Billy-Willy, you found a 





BACIA0 ROSBOLB:” she cried. “But | 
can’t see what's back there. Grandpa, please 
give us some light.” 

Grandpa Frankenstein held up Glimmer to 

the way and stepped into the dark 
passage. 

“There’s a staircase here that goes ‘ 
he reported. “Follow me!” 

“D-down there?” Billy stammered. “But 
there could be M-MONSTERS!” 

“Oh, Billy,” Creepella said. “You live in a 
mansion with thirteen ghosts. I'm sure 
you can handle a few monsters, can’t you?” 

“Honestly, | don’t think so,” Billy admitted. 

“You're such a kidder,” Creepella said. 
“Come on, let’s go!” 


TRAPDOOR! 





Creepella dragged Billy down the stairs. 
Glimmer’s soft light cast ghostly shadows 
on the moss-covered walls. 

The stairs went down ... and down — 
and 

“D-don't these stairs ever end?” Billy 
asked, catching his breath. 

“This is great exercise!” Creepella said. 
She took the bag from her grandfather and 
TOSSED it to Billy. “Here, carry this and 
you can work out your arm muscles, too.” 

Billy caught the heavy bag and LUGGED it 
down the stairs with a groan, 








“Too much for you, Billy?” 
Grandpa Frankenstein asked. 
“Because I feel FANTASTIC: 
I've got more RCI than a lightning 
storm! Just look at this!” 

He JUM py py down the last few stairs. 
His paws made a strange sound when they 
hit the floor. 


$04 22200 nnn 


“What an unusual sound! What did you 
hit, Grandpa?” Creepella asked. 

He aimed Glimmer’s light on the floor 
beneath him. 

“Well, rattle my bones!” he exclaimed. “It’s 


a PROBAOR made of iront” 





“There's a plaque on it,” Shivereen said. 
She read it out loud. 





“I'm sure these secrets hold the key to our 
mystery,” said Creepella. “We must open the 
door immediately: , 

Billy shook his head doubtfully. “It won't 
be easy. Look at it! There’s a HEAVY iron 
CHaIN keeping the door shut.” 

“Grandpa Frankenstein chuckled. “A heavy 
chain? No problem!” He looked at Billy. 
“Please open my bag.” 

Billy obeyed, and Grandpa Frankenstein 


took out another little monster. This one had 
a long head and lots of very SHARP teeth. 
“This is . my favorite 
little MONSTER,” Grandpa said. “There's 
nothing he can’t cut with his sharp teeth.” 
He led the monster to the chain. Chopper 
chomped down, preak %_ the chain 


completely in half. 


60 a9 * + 





Cut that chain! 





THE SECRETS 
OF THE 


SecreT Room 





The smells of MOLD and MiLpew floated 
out from under the trapdoor. Glimmer’s light 
revealed a small, @aPK room below. 

“C-Creepella, | think I'll wait for you here,” 
Billy said, taking a step back. “There must be 
a reason why there was a ch-chain on that 
door.” 

Creepella took the bag of monsters from 
him. “Fine, Billy, as long as you don’t mind 
being all LNbLoNIE up here.” 

She headed down into the room, followed 
by Shivereen, Bitewing, and her grandfather. 
Billy looked around nervously and then 


hurried after them. 


Grandpa Frankenstein lit up the dark 
room with Glimmer’s light. It shined on a 
pile of objects in the corner. Shivereen took 
notes as Creepella described 

them. 

“There's an old 
gramophone and 





some records. | see 





a movie projector, a 


long MOLDY sheet, and a wooden 
trunk. But it’s LOCKED.” 


Creepella tugged on the lock. (( 
“Grandpa, can we use —” 


_. “gePrgR? 


=" Of course!” the mad scientist 





replied. 
He removed Chopper from the bag, and 
the little monster started g on the 


lock. 





cHOMp! 


Nothing happened. The lock was too strong 
for Chopper’s teeth. 

“Rattle my bones! That’s odd!” exclaimed 
Grandpa Frankenstein. 

“I can smell the stench of WYSTERY 
coming from that trunk!” Creepella said, 
excited. “We absolutely have to open it!” 

Her grandfather shook his head. “I know a 
way to open it, but it could be ef 
he said. “Perhaps we should just walk away 
from it.” 

“We can’t GiVE UP now!” Creepella 
insisted, “Franco is counting on us!” 

“Fine, but don’t say | didn’t warn you,” 
Grandpa said. “All right, everyone. Step 
back!’ 


He took a small box from his bag and 
placed it on the trunk, 
“What's in the box?” Shivereen asked. 


“Some dreadful little monsters,” Grandpa 
whispered. “They're called CRINTERS. 





They eat up everything in their path, and 
they don’t stop until they’re Pu 





Four tiny bugs the size of ants engiled, 
move. 


out of the box. At first, they didn’t 

Billy leaned in for a closer look. “They’re 
just orm /ess little insects,” he said. “They 
don’t look so dread —” 


Before he could finish his sentence, two of 
the Grinders jumped onto his jacket and 
began d6VQUPiNg it. The other two began to 
chow down on the lock. Billy’s scream filled 


the secret room. 





Then poor Billy fainted once more. 


iL 





It happened so fast that Creepella and the 
others couldn't believe their eyes. The 

ate the lock, then the trunk, 
and then everything that was inside it! 
Shredded BOWS danced in the air like 
contletti. 

Then all four Grinders began munching 
on Billy’s clothes. Once they were done with 
his jacket sleeves, they moved to his pants. 
Creepella shook Billy, but he didn’t wake 
up. 

“Grandpa, they'll sTOP pbeiore they 
actually FEAST on Billy, right?” Shivereen 


asked nervously. 


“Of course!” he replied. “Grinders love 
WOOD. metal. and other material. They 
don’t eat rodents. . . . At least, | think they 
don’t,” he added as the Grinders continued 


to munch and munch. 





But they stopped eating just a few inches 
above Billy’s ankles. Finally full, they fell 
asleep. 


LIMIDILILD Tory pr py eee 


“I told you!” Grandpa exclaimed happily. 
‘Nighty-night, little ones. You’ve had enough 
to eat for today.” 

Billy SLOWILY opened one eye. “Wh-what 
happened to me?” 

Creepella held out a BBY to help him 
up. “The dreadful Grinders really liked you,” 
she replied. 

“Are they still free?” Billy stammered, 
looking down at his shredded clothes. 

“No, they're asleep,” she answered. 
“Unfortunately, they ate everything, includ- 
ing whatever was in that trunk.” 


“Not everything!” Shivereen exclaimed. “1 
found a 8 AMA of paper!” Loot! 


Creepella took it and looked 






it over. 

“Hmm. | can make out 
two WORDS: Exclusive 
Resort,” Creepella said. 

Shivereen frowned. “That's 
ODD. There isn’t a resort 
in these mountains.” 

Before Creepella could comment, her cell N 
phone rang, filling the room with a gloomy 
sound, 


Bon 69 } ‘ 
yoy NGS, 


“Hello?” Creepella answered 
her phone. 

“I figured it out, Creepella. | 

know what left those pawprints. 





I’m sure of it! Beyond 

a SHADOW".r a doubt!” 
“Professor Cleverpaws!” 
Creepella exclaimed. “That’s 
WORDERFUL news. Please 


tell me what you know.” 





“The prints were made by a 
pair of stilts. the professor 
replied. “A rather old model, actually.” 

“Hmm, stilts,” Creepella said thoughtfully. 
“Shivereen, write that down!” 


Don’r PUL 


THAT Lever! 





“I'm very puzzled by the stilts,” declared 
Creepella after she hung up the phone. 

Grandpa stroked his whiskers. “I was just 
thinking of a thing. Liat 

“A thing? What THING, Grandpa?” 
Creepella asked. 

“Thing? What thing, dear?” he answered. 

“You said you were thinking of a thing.” 
Creepella reminded him. 

He nodded. “Yes, of course. Now what was 
that thing again?” 

Creepella sighed. At times, her grandfather 
was more CONF USED than a mouse in a 


“Don’t worry about it,” she said. “Let’s try 
to solve this mystery. We haven't found the 
monsters that are hotherin Franco yet.” 

“Monsters! Of course!” Grandpa said, 
slapping his paw to his forehead. “We've 
been in this castle for a while now and | 
haven't even found the tiniest mmr that a 


drop of 
SLIME: Or a shimmering $ H of 
ectoplasm!” 

“Maybe the MONSTERS clean up alter 


themselves,” Shivereen suggested. 


monster is here. Not even a ti 






“Or maybe what’s actually happening —” 
began Creepella, but a loud “Och! 
interrupted her. 

Everyone turned to look at Billy, who had 
tripped and fallen PLAT on his back. He got 
up and looked down to see what had made 


him lose his AMAME 





“I tripped on some kind of ILIEVIEIB,” he 
said, pointing. 


Grandpa Frankenstein yelled. 


But it was too late. Billy was curious and 
had pulled the lever. The floor opened up 
and a SW irling vortex swallowed the entire 
group. 





As he was being hurled through the vortex, 
Billy tried to hang on to 
something. His paw grabbed on to Bitewing’s 
loot! 

“Hey! Let go of me!” Bitewing screeched. 


But it was no use. The vortex carried all 


five of them through the dark passages of the 


rorihy a (ep 





DANGERS 
AND TUNNELS 





Everyone screamed as the bottom of the 
vortex opened up and they started to 
through empty space. Then they ©f 
down — onto a soft velvety cushion. 


Possotl 
“What a deliciously terrifying flight!” 


chuckled Grandpa, dusting off his shirt. 
“Can we do it again?” asked Shivereen. 
“Such a lovely SOF t landing!” commented 
Creepella. 


But Billy had landed on something pointy. 
“Th-this is getting dangerous,” he said, 
standing up. “Wh-where are we? And why 
are we on a mattress?” 

“There's nothing dangerous about where 
we are, Billy-Willy,” Creepella assured him. 
“We happen to be in the castle’s CRYPT. 
And this isn’t a mattress — it’s a ‘ 

Billy quickly jumped out of the coffin — 
and saw the pointy thing he had landed on. 
It was a SKULL: 





“Well, what do you know? It’s LORD 
POMODORO FANGLEY’S COFFIN!” declared 
Grandpa Frankenstein. 

“That's Franco's great-great-grandfather,” 
explained Shivereen. “We saw a painting of 
him in the Portrait Gallery.” 

Billy started to fai . but Creepella 
caught him. “No time for that now, Billy- 
Willy. We're getting closer to solving this 
NYSTERY:” 

Billy took a deep breath and stepped out of 
the coffin. 

“This is the final resting place of all of 
Franco’s ancestors,” said Grandpa. “Sniff. . . 
Such distinguished rodents.” a 

Billy looked around but didn’t see an exit. 
“How d-do we get out of here?” 

“We simply need to find the Widder door,” 
Grandpa replied. He started to look around. 





“Let’s see... . Ah, yes! Rattle my bones! 
Here it is!” 

Grandpa walked to a {JMR sarcophagus 
leaning against the wall. He pushed on the 
Fangley family crest carved into it: a Jule 
tomato. 

A BD ABE BOOB slid open on the bottom 
of the wall. Grandpa got on his knees and 
held up Glimmer. 


“It’s very low. We have to get down on all 
four paws,” he reported. 


They craubed, and crawled, until they 





reached the bottom of a staircase. The stairs 
scemed to go up and up forever. 

“We can do it!” Creepella cheered. “Billy- 
Willy, you keep track of the steps as we 
climb.” 

Billy kept count. “. . . two hundred ninety- 
seven... puff... two ninety-eight, two 
ninety-nine...” 

Then Billy fe¥T down, exhausted, on the 
last step — number three hundred. 

Creepella picked him up. “Come on, Billy- 





Willy. We're almost there!” 








The stairs opened up to a wide Laleény. 
“Wh-where are we?” Billy asked, huffing 
and puffing. 
“I believe we're in the OWL TOWER, 
the feEST point in Castle Marinara,” 
answered Grandpa Frankenstein. 


Billy nervously gazed over the railings. The 
sun was beginning to set, streaking the 
snowy landscape with shades of ))!§ and 


Shivereen happily pointed to landmarks 
in the distance. “Over there is Gloomeria, 
and Cacklefur Castle is that way,” she said. 


“And Squeakspeare Mansion 
is over there.” 

“It's b-beautiful,” Billy 
admitted, Shivering. The 
Grinders had chewed up his 
warmest clothes. “B-but I’m 
so c-cold!” 


SUDDENLY. Creepella let 


out a cry. “What's over there in 





the woods?” she asked, pointing. 

Several TRUCKS and other construction 
vehicles were parked among the trees 
surrounding the castle. 

“| had no idea that Franco was thinking of 
renovating Castle Marinara,” Grandpa said, 
scratching his head. 

Creepella squinted into the distance. “There's 
writing on the sides of the trucks,” she said. 
“But | can’t see what it says!” 








“No problem!” exclaimed Grandpa. He 
took another littke monster from his bag. 
“Everyone, mect :” 

Creepella picked up the tiny monster. It 
had two antennae, and at the end of cach 
was a clear [A:AUND lens. She held them in 
front of her face like boy (lars and looked 
at a truck. 

“Stan,” she read. “Stan Shadyfur.’”” 

“Hmm. I've heard that name before,” 
muttered Billy. 

Creepella quickly dialed a 

number on her CELL PHORE. 

“Creepella dear!” exclaimed 

Boris von Cacklefur at the 

other end of the line. “How is 

your MISSION going?” 
“Very well, Dad,” she replied. 
“| have a question for you. 





Have you ever heard of a businessrat 





named Stan Shadyfur?” 

“Of course!” he answered. 
“He’s the one who tried to 
take Cacklefur Castle away 
from us last year and turn it 
into a Spa resort. He said 
our murky moat was perfect for 
relaxing MUD baths. He's not a 
very haneal rodent, if | do say so.” 

“Thanks, Dad,” Creepella said, hanging 
up. 

“I remember!” exclaimed Billy. “I saw that 
name in an ad!” 

“An ad for what?” Creepella asked. 

Billy frowned. “I can’t remember.” 

“CHOCOLATE-covered mosquitoes?” 
Bitewing suggested. 

“No, | don’t think so,” Billy said. 


“frightening fashions?” asked Shivereen. 

Billy shook his head. “That's not it.” 

Creepella was getting frustrated, “Rats and 
bats! Please concentrate, Billy-Willy. We're 
here on a mission, not a vacation.” 

“That's it!” Billy cried. “A V-4C -JTiON! 
It was an ad for a ¥-4C JTiGON in the 


snow!” 





“Vacation in the snow,” Creepella repeated, 
TAPPING her paw thoughtfully. 

As the sky changed from pink to dark blue, 
Creepella began to pace across the balcony. 
She started off sioowrLy and then walked 
faster and faster. 

Then her green @Y@S lit up. “I think I’ve 
got it!” she announced. “Shivereen, would 
you please read your notes?” 

Shivereen nodded and began to read out 
loud, 


WHAT WE HAVE FOUND IN CASTLE MARINARA 
- pawprints made by stilts - a projector 
- a scrap of paper with the words 


PSOrl 


rodent who wanted to turn Cacklefur Castle into 


a spa, He is also advertising for vacations in the 


snow.) 





“Of course! It’s clear now!” Creepella 
exclaimed Eriumphantly. 

“Actually, it’s getting DAMRKER and 
PARKER,” mutered Billy, who was 
staring at the sky. 

“I’m not talking about the sky, Billy-Willy,” 
Creepella said, correcting him. “I’m talking 
about the ghosts and monsters that are 
BOTHERING Franco. It all makes sense!” 

‘What makes sense, Auntie?” asked 
Shivereen impatiently. 

“Yes, Whert?” Grandpa Frankenstein 
asked. 

“What what what what what?” shricked 
Bitewing as he flapped around them. 

“I'll explain it all ina moment,” she replied, 
glancing up at the first dotting the 
sky. “We must hurry and find Franco. It’s 
almost night and he'll be awake soon.” 


Just as she finished her sentence, a 


shrick echoed throughout 


the castle. 


PPAF TY al fal lal H y . 





“What did I tell you?” Creepella said, 
smiling. “Franco's up — that’s the 
a vampire makes when he wakes.” 

Then a second shriek, more frightening 
than the first, broke the silence. 


AquuuwuuuntyyT: 


Confused, Grandpa scratched his snout. 
“Well, rattle my SOMES! That second 
sound was definitely not Franco!” 


99 


Sicn HERE, 


VAMPIRE! 





Franco Fangley had not slept well at all. The 
bothersome monsters had filled his coffin 
with BREAD CRUMBS again, and he had 
to§Sed and turned 

all day. Finally, 
after dozing on 
and off, he woke 
up with a shriek 
as soon as the 

) rose. 

“T'll go find my 
friends,” Franco 






muttered out loud. 
“I wonder if they were 


able to GiSC@VeY anything.” 

Then he heard the loud metallic shriek he 
heard every night. 

“Oh, dear,” he said with a yawn. “I hope 
I'm still drearning.” 

Suddenly, the sound of loud organ music 
filled the room. Then Franco heard a deep, 
scary voice. ."" 

“TTS NOT A Walssel j 

“Who said that? And where is that music 
coming from?” Franco asked, his eyes 

with fright. 

A tall white ghost suddenly appeared in 
front of him, towering over him. The specter 
cast spooky on the walls. 


“KQe AFRAID, VEMOIRe 


the ghost howled. 





Franco was terrified, but he gathered his 
courage. He decided to face this unknown 
gheos ® once and for all. 

“Were you the one who put BReap 
CRUMBS in my casket?” Franco asked. “Did 
you cover the floors with (7091) © )ce5e? 
Did you switch my tomato juice bottles with 
bottles of GARLIC tea?” 

The ghost just laughed, and it was a 

sound, Franco SHIVERED and 
wrapped his cape around his shoulders. But 
he didn’t back down. 

“T-tell me once and for all,” he said bravely, 
“wh-what do you want from me?” 

“I want you to leave Castle Marinara 
IMMEDIATELY!” the ghost replied. “If you 
do not, | will torment you for all ETERNITY: ” 

“Wh-why should I leave my castle?” Franco 


asked, “My family has been living here for 
centuries!” 
“Because | said so!” the ghost thundered 
menacingly, and Franco trembled with fear. 
“If you don’t, | will leave you in 
peace. 
The ghost suddenly produced a sheet of 
oot PAPIER anda freem. He handed 
Hurry up and 


them to Franco, 

ra {yO “Before you go, you must 

h eo } sign your name here,” the 
iS | ghost demanded. “Right 

under where it says ‘/ give 

tiny castle to the ghost 


who is totmenting me.” 








Franco was shocked. “I 
will MOD give up my 
castle!” he insisted. 

The ghost came closer. 


“It’s the only way to get rid of me and go 
back to your peaceful life,” he threatened. 


Franco’s paw trembled as he held the 
pen. He did not want to give up his castle. 
But the ghost terrified him. He felt like he 
didn’t have a choice. 

Where are my von Cacklefur friends? he 
wondered. | could certainly use some help 
right now! 


Creepella ran down the three hundred steps 


of the Owl Tower and the rest of the team 
followed her. When they finally reached 
Franco’s room, an sight was 
before them. 

Strange shadows flick eved on the walls. 
Dreary music played, A GIGANTIC 
white ghost hovered over Franco. The 
vampire held a pen in his shaking paws. 

" Creepella yelled, “Franco, 
put down that pen!” 

The vampire turned around in surpri 


Creepella pointed at the ghost 





“You're not fooling me, 
you !” she 
shouted, 

“Watch what you're 
saying, you meddling 
mouse,” the ghost 
said crossly. “I am 
the and 


most 


ghost in all 
of Gloomeria!” 


floated toward 


Creepella and 
the others. As 


usual, Billy 





“Creepella, maybe we should just leave Mr. 
€-ghost alone,” Billy suggested. 

“Billy-Willy, haven't you figured it out yet? 
That's not a ghost,” she answered. 

“It isn't?” Billy asked. “But he’s white and 
FLORIS, And then there are the horrible 
SH REEGS and the spooky SIADOWS. 

Creepella went to the corner of the room 
and pulled aside a white cloth. 

“This will explain those 
shadows!” she said. 

Under the cloth were the gramophone and 


and 








film projector they had found before. 
Creepella turned off both devices. The 
shadows vanished and the 
and dreary music faded. 

Then she turned to the ghost. “And now 
it’s your turn, you PHONY PHANTOM: 

Billy tried to stop her. “Don’t do it! He 
could be dangerous!” 

But Creepella BRAVELY pulled at the 
ghost — which was a sheet. 

“Off with your DECEITFUL disguise!” 
Creepella cried. 

Everyone gasped. Under the sheet stood 
a small rodent teetering on top of very tall 
stilts. 

“My dear friends, let me introduce you to 
the villain in this mystery: Stan Shadyfur!” 
Creepella announced. 

“Stan Shadyfur?” everyone exclaimed. 








Franco Fangley dropped the pen in 
SURPRISE. “By my grandpa’s fangs! | 
should have known!” he cried. 

“Do you know him?” Creepella asked. 

“Of course!” Franco replied. “He's the 
DISHONEST rat who has been trying to get 
me to give him Castle Marinara for years!” 

“And | would have gotten away with it if 
that W2SY mouse hadn’t stuck her snout into 
my business!” Stan yelled, GLARING « 
Creepella. Then he started stomping away on 
his stilts. 

“He's getting away!” Billy yelled. 

Grandpa Frankenstein @4/ to the door, 
blocking Stan, 

“Where do you think you're going, you 
FRAUD? ” Grandpa shouted, opening his bag. 
“Let me introduce you to "LYOISte@®P. the 


little monster that acts like a rope!” 

He twirled the monster in the air like a 
cowboy using a (. ©. Twister wrapped 
around Stan so that he couldn't escape. 

Grandpa grinned. “And now, my 
granddaughter, please EXPLAIN how you 

solved this mystery to us!” 


Nooo! 








“It’s simple” Creepella explained. “Like 
Franco said, Stan Shadyfur has been trying 
to buy Castle Marinara. But Franco wouldn't 
sell. So Stan decided the only way to get the 
castle was to get rid of its owner!” 

“Why did he want the castle?” Billy asked. 

“VAMPIRE PEAK is the only place in the 
entire valley where there is always SHOW,” 
Creepella said. “It’s the ipEA! place to 
build —” 

“A pid Posort:” exclaimed Shivereen. 
“That's the ‘Exclusive Resort’ we found on 
that scrap of paper.” 





“Of course!” Billy said, slapping a paw to 
his forehead. “That's the V@Cation in the 
Eg snow he was advertising on that flyer.” 
m ~<“It all makes SENSE,” said Grandpa 
Frankenstein with a nod. 





“Thank you so much, my friends!” Franco 
\ said GRATEFULLY. “tf it weren't for 
you, | might have lost my castle. This calls 
\ fora léas a 
\ He uncorked a special bottle of tomato 
\ juice, which he kept in a SECRET spot 
\ right next to his coffin, 


EPI SITIe? —+—¢ 7322) SET 










While everyone was celebrating, Stan 
Shadyfur unwound himself from Twister 
and scurried away. Billy spotted him. 

“Stan is getting away!” Billy cried. 

But the others weren't worried. 

“Let him go. He won't come back,” 
Shivereen said with a chuckle. 





Creepella still had one question for the 
VAMPIRE. “Franco, when we got here, you 
were about to sign over your castle to the 
ghost. Did he really FRIGHTEN you that 
much?” 

Franco’s pale snout turned as RED as 
tomato juice. “Well, a little.” he admitted. 
“But | was also thinking...” 

Grandpa patted his shoulder. “Tell us about 
it, dear friend.” 


Well.--I... 





The vampire sighed. “Well, 





you see, | really 
MG Castle Marinara,” he began. 


“It’s just that. . . sometimes 
I feel really yy." 

He sadly lowered his head. 
Everyone was silent for a 


moment. 


Grandpa Frankenstein's eyes lit up. “Who 
says you have to be alone? I will leave you 
my BAG OF PESKY LITTLE MONSTERS! 
They'll keep you company.” 

“They're adorable little critters,” added 
Shivereen. “You'll see how much 
you'll have with them!” 

“Just make sure you don’t wake up the 
Grinders,” Billy muttered under his breath. 





Glimmer 
THE LITTLE 6LOWING MONSTER | 
‘SPECIALTY: Lights op davk plates 


wf 
yf 
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THE GRINDERS 


THE LITTLE HUNGRY MONSTERS 
SPECIALTY: Can quithihy and cleanty devour 
wood, Fabre, and other materials 
FUN FACT: The . 

Sef seid of a de el 


HOPPER, SPECIALTY Sup ck nd chin in hil 
GHOPPER lik meflne 


THE LITTLE 
FUN FACT: He loves to eat candy 








Franco 8 tailed. “Would you really leave 
me the little monsters? That would make me 
a very vampire.” 

“Of coursef” Grandpa Frankenstein replied, 
hugging his old friend. 

Creepella clapped her hands. 


* “I'M GOING To WRire i 
AMAZING STORY ABour ‘rypIs) > 


> aad 


THE END 


& 


THE 
PERFECT PRESENT 


Creepella’s book became an instant success. 
I invited Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy over 
one night to CELEBRATE with some 
homemade pizza. Once my cousin Trap 
heard about the pizza, he came over, too. 
While | made appetizers with my nephew 
and his friend, Trap searched my refrigerator 
for the perfect pizza toppiiigs. 

“How about clams, grape jelly, mayonnaise, 
and a squirt of whipped cream?” Trap 
suggested. 

| shook my head in disgust. “Absolutely 
not!” 


“You're right,” Trap said, nodding. “We 
need to add some HOT CAUCE.” 

“No way, Trap,” | protested. 

“What if we add a few PICKLES?” Trap 
asked. 

I sighed. “The secret to a good pizza is to 
keep it simple.” 

“I agree, Uncle,” said Benjamin. “In fact, 
the king of pizzas is the cheese pizza.” 

“Exactly, Bugsy Wugsy agreed, “Just 


tomato sauce and mozzarella.” 


” 


I smacked my paw on my forehead. “Holey 
cheese! That’s what | forgot. The t@MAte 
sauce!” 

At that moment, the window opened and a 
purple bat came flapping in. It was Bitewing! 
He was carrying a mysterious (JOVYLG in 
his claws. 


“I've brought you a gift from CREEPELLA 


VON CACKLEFUR,” he announced. “It’s a 
bottle of tomato sauce from Castle Marinara!” 

us! Creepella had saved our 
dinner with the perfect present! 

The Pf2ZAS we made were truly 
delicious — except for the one we gave 
to Bitewing. He wanted his topped with 
meSquile jelly! 
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If you liked this book, be sure 
to check out my next adventure! 


FCi MOC 


It's time for Mysterious Valley's most 
anticipated competition of the year! The 
mouse who performs the best rhymes 
for the public and judges will be crowned 
Greatest Poet. Creepella'’s father, Boris 
von Cacklefur, has a secret weapon for 
the championship this year — he’s going 
to improvise a rap... of fear! 
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|, Oozing moat 
2.. Drawbridge 
3. Grand entrance 
4. Moldy basement 


5. Patio, with a view 
of the moat 


b Dusty library 


7). Room for unwanted 
guests 


8. Mummy room 
4. Watehtower 
10. Creaking staircase 


I]. Banquet room 


12. Garage (for 
antique hearses) 


13. Bewitched tower 


I+ Garden of 


Carnivorous plants 
15. Stinky kitchen 


1b. Crocodile pool and 
piranha tank 


I]. Creepella’s room 


18. Tower of musky 
tarantulas 


19. Bitewing's tower 
(with antique 
contraptions) 





DEAR MOUSE FRIENDS, 
GOOD-BYE UNTIL 
THE NEXT BOOK! 
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